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'0 well I like the golden glance.
But not for that with thee I'll dance.'

'An' if thou wilt not dance with me,

A bane and a blight shall follow thee.'                   20

She struck him a blow right over the heart,
It chill'd him through with a wondrous smart.

Pale grew his cheek as he turn'd to ride;
' Now get thee home to thy winsome bride!'

And when to his castle door he sped,
Her mother stood waiting all a-clread.

'Now tell to me, Sir Oluf, my son,

What makes thy cheek .so pale and wan?'

'0 well may it be wan and pale,

I've seen the elf-folk in the vale!'                           30

'Alas for thee, my son, my pride!
What shall I say to thy bonny bride?3

'Tell her that I'm to the forest bound,

To prove my horse and my good grey hound.'

Right early, or ever the day had broke,
The bride she came with the bridal folk.

They dealt out meat, and they dealt out wine;
4 Now where is Sir Oluf, this groom of mine ?'

' Sir Oluf has gone to the forest bound,

To prove his steed and his good grey hound.'      40

The bride she lifted the mantle red,
There lay Sir Oluf, and ho was dead.
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So loftily in olden times a royal castle stood,
Wide looked it o'er a landscape of hill, and plain, and
flood;
And round it lay a garden, a bright and flowery ring,
"Where flashed in rainbow splendour the gush of many
a spring.